i8o            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

Colonel Skene and my husband, had arrived
at the house, followed shortly by the other
officers, who had remained at the camp to
see their men comfortably housed and settled.
We all went in to breakfast, but I noticed
that my husband seemed troubled about some-
thing, as he scarcely spoke at all, and I
wondered what fresh news he had heard.
However, I had no opportunity of speaking
to him at all, and the conversation flowed
merrily round the table. I knew very few
of the Chief Commissioner's party, as all the
officers belonging to the 42nd Ghoorka
Rifles were total strangers to me. Of the
rest, Mr. Brackenbury and I were perhaps
the oldest friends. He had been stationed at
Manipur before, when we first came to the
place, and we had seen a great deal of him,
so were glad that he had come on this occasion.
As soon as breakfast was over, prepara-
tions were made for the durbar, and the
work of the day began. I had no oppor-
tunity of speaking to my husband until he